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- THE DOUBLE HOUSE.
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On the evening of the day on which Mrs,

e n wronfeto llll_h:r husband that
she designed to leave him, she came 10 my
house. She looked white and shivering,
but not with cold. Her poor blue eyes, so
warm and kind, had afrosty glitter in them
that was strange and sad.

“No anawer,” she kept repesting; “no
answer—none. Now I must go.”

I replied that everyihing was ready; our
gig would Le at the door in n minute; it

waa R b’r‘ﬁ t moonlight night, and | my-
self would auccompany her to my sister's
house.

“It ia not far—not se very far, Mrs. Riv-
ers! Not so far but that | can always henr
of him, or—if he should be ill at any
time "

“You can come home at ouce.”

“Home!" she echioed piteously. Then,
as if stung iote ope desperate eurt—the
Inst struggle of her tender snd feeble vature
—she sprang iuto the gig, I following her.

I was scarcely seated, reins in haud—fur
I was determiued that no other than inyself
should hinve the credit of eloping with Mra,
Merchiston—than I felt on my right nrm a

p like a vice.

o Rivers, whom hinve you there? 1
Jt my wife t”

- “Yes, Dr. Merchiston,” I cried, not in the

‘lenst tright®ned by the look and tone; “ves,

eyes he erept away,

it is your wife. I am taking her where she
will live “in and not be killed Ly
inches any longer. Stand aside; let me
drive on,”

“In one moment. Pardon me) [le
passed in front of the horse to the other
side. “Barbaral Is that you, Earbam "

No words could deseribe the ineffible
tenderness, the lengiug angunish, of that
voice. No wander that it suade her grasp
my arm, and ery wildly on me to stop.

“It is not ten minutes since I Lad your

letter. Darbara, grant me one word in the-

presence of this lady, by whose ndvice you
are leaving yuor husband.”

“By whose advica did you leave your
wife, Dr. Merchiston " I began, boldy; Lut
by the carriage lamp [ caught sight of his
fnce, and it seemed like that of a man liter.
ally dying—dying of despair. *“Mis Mer-
dl‘lol{. gwe z;illg ra-enta? my house for
awhile. Dootor, will you lift your wife
dowa? She has fainted.”

Soon the lady was sitling in my
parlor, [ by herside. Dr. Merchiston stood
opposite!watching us both. Ile was neith-
er viulent nor repreachfull, but perfecily
silent. Nevertheiess, I felt somewhat un-
comforiable, and glad from my heart that
James was safe ten wiles off, and that 1
alone had been nixed up with this sffuir.

“Sbhe is better now, Mrs. Rivers. I may
speak "

*Speak, sir
L will pass over my present trying posi-
tion. Of course I perecive—in fact, | was
already aware—that Mra. Merchiston has
sequainted you with our sad, inevitable
estrangement,”

“Wihy inevitable !—when there has been
no quarrel on either side? When, cruel
a8 you have been to her, she has never
breathed a word to your discredit 1" (He

roaned.) “When, as [ understand, you
lbave not the shadow of blame to urge

inst her 1™

Before heaven, none. Have I not declar
ed this, snd will T not declare it before all
the world ¥ She knows I will.”

“Then why, my dear sir, in the pame of
all that is good and hanorable—nay, even
4n the name of common sense, why is your
estrangement inevitable 1"

He seemed 1o cower gnd s'iudder as be-
fore some ingxpressible dread—once he

lanced wildly round the room, s if with
the vague idea of escaping. Finally, he
forced himgelf to speak, with a suile that
a4 most painful to witness.

#“Mrs. Rivers, even though a lady asks
e, I cannot answer that question.”

*Uan you if your wife herselt asks it] 1
will leave you together.”

As | rose to go, Dr. Merchiston inter
E‘:Od. The cold sweat stood on lis brow;

lovked—yes, I thought so at that mo
wegl—Ilike a possessed man strugzling witl
his inward demon.

“For God's sake, no!
mercy, no! Stay by her; take care of her.
T will speak in your presence; I will not
detain you long,”

“Do not. See,” for the poor wifo was
again insensible. Dr. Merchisten rushod
to hor side; he chafed her bands; he full on
bis knees before ler; but as she openad her
and put the room’s
length betwen them,

“Now may [ speak? You wished 1o

leave me, Barbara, To go whither I

T wld him, concealing nothing. e

seemed greatly shocked.

£

she
quit my

“Mrs. Rivers,” he said at lengih, “such
A scheme is impossible. i will never :
it o it. If she desires, she shall leave
tp for yours or any other. She
shall have any luxuries she plenses; sho
shiall be #s frao from me as if 1 were dead
and she a . t that my wife should
100f 1o earn her duily broad—

-2

never.

{ sure uf that, her fwith is wfinite, her consos

that De. Mareliston was wasling away o a
| )
For the love of

The wile evidently desired none; her eyes
began to shine with joy, and even I took

h
oggu Dr. Merchiston, can there be no

change! You loved one another once.
Love is not ;el. dead; love never wholly dies,
Sure

l ——
'*ﬂqu silance I"

Could it be his voice that spoke—his
once calm, low voice! 1 was now really
terrified.

Ha roso and walked about the room! we
two sal trembling. At last he stopped in
his vid position, with his band on the man-
telpiece.

“Mrs. Rivers, my extremely painful posi-
tion—you will acknowledge it is such—
must excuse anything in me uabecoming,
uacourteous,”

I assured him he had my free pardon for
any excitement, and I hoped he felt enliner
now.

“Perfectly, perfectly; you must see that,
do you not?"

*I do,” said 1, with a sense of bitterness
against the whole raco of mankind, who
ean drive poor womamkind almost out #of
their senses, while they themselves preserve
the most sublime composure,

*I will now, with your parmission and in
your presence, »peak 0wy wife.  Barbara”
—in a quiet equal tone, as if addressing wn
ordinxey person—=1 told vou five vears ngo
that 1t is not I who am inexorahle, bhut fute,
even if the life we then began to lead
chould last vutil my death. [ repeat the
sume now. Yet, for those five vears vou
Liave heen at pence and sule.  Safe,” he re.
peated, with a slight pianse, *under iny roof]
where I ean shelter and protect you better
than anywhera else,”

“Protect herl™  And then T told him—
how could I help it? of the slights and vut-
rages to which their manuer of Lifs had ex.
posed hier. Tt was terrilile to see the effect
produce.d on him,

“Hush; tell me no more, or—Burbara,
forgive me—torgive me that [ ever male
you my wife. There is but one atonement:
shull 1 make vou my widow?”

“Daoctor Merchiston,” [ ecried, catching
lis arm, “are you mudi”

He started, shudderieg, and in 8« moment
had recovered all his self-control.

*Mrs. Rivers, this is a state of things
most terrille, of which I was totaily igno
rant.  How is it to be remedied —granting,
A8 you must grant, the one unalierable ne
cessity.”

[ thought a minute, and then propose.”, |
to silence the tongue of all Apedale, that
the husband and wife should openly walk
to ehurel together every Sunday, and knzel
together in the house of Gad,  And may
He forgive me if in thisscheme [ Lad a
deeper hope than 1 betrayed.

I will do i,” said Dr. Me'chiiston, after
a panse.  “Barbara, do you consenmi? Wil
you come homel”

“I will"

“But o the old life! 1o nothiing cliang
ed—for changed it eannot, must not bei”

“Under any circumstances [ will come
home.”

“Thank you; God Dbless you.
ter s0.”

There was a quiet pause, broken only by
one or two faint sobs from her. At last
they ceased. Dr. Merchiston took up his
hat to depart.  As he was going, his wife
started up and caught him by the hand.

“HHuosband, one word, and 1 can bear all
things. Did—did you ever love mei”

“Love yaul On, my little Barbara!"

“Do you love mel”

“Yes.” in a whisper, sharp with intolera.
ble pain; “yes."

“Then 1 donot mind anything. Ob, no,
thank God! T do pot mind,”

8he burst into hysterical langhter, and
threw herself into my arms. It was only
my arms she could come to—ber husband
wis gune.

She went liame as she lad promised,
and the old life began once more—without
the slightest chunge, she told me—save
that regularly on Sunday mornin he
knocked at the door of communication be-
tween the double house, kept nlways locked
on her aide by his desire—that she found
him waiting in the hall, and they walked
arm in-arm, as silently and sadly as mourn
ers after a corpse, to the church door. In
the smine  way returning, he immediately
parted from her, and went his way to lus
own upartments,

Apedale was quite satisfied, and circula
ted innumernble explanations, which had
probisbly as much truth in them as the for-
mer accusalions,

D1 Merchiston came as usunl to play
chess with my  husband, and no allusion
wins ever made o the wight which hal
Wilfla'\‘il‘li L *ll‘llllgﬂ " Aene ill our ll\lllhl',

It is bet-

Mrs, Merchiston unproved in heaith wmd
cheerfulness.  To a woman the simple eon
viction of being loved issupport nud strength

throngh the most terrible ordenl.  Onee

Intion  eomplete.  After his “yes,” poor
tittle Barbara revived like o flower in the
sun.

Notso hor husband. Evarybody noticed

shudow., On Sundays espacially, Lis coun |
eninee, uh\'u'\'n sallow and worn, seetid
to have the ghastly look of one whom ven
know to b mwardly fighting a great sonl
battle.  You feel at ones the
be won—Dbut the man will die.
And «till, ns ever, of ull the nppenetrylile
mysteries that life ean weave, that wan and
his secret were the daurkest,

At lenst to me. Whether it was so (o
my husband, whosa reservad habits and
witle experience of human nutare helped 19
make him what, thank Heaven, he slwavs
wis—mnch wiser thun me——I .

Wil lgre a:ll|
i

|
|
|
1

eye intenily fixed on Dr. Merchistin, S, |
much o, that more than onee the doetor '
moved from it restlessl:.
redoubled his kindgess—in truth, I never
knew James, who was very undemonstra

tive, and usually engrossed beiwean inter- |

st in his patients and his domestic affeo- |
tions, atiach himself so strongly t5 any

| night won franctured.

Tl Rl oo of bt vo8 Rl b |

CHO oy i i

o 0 rtunity to sllure
our pel from biowl:orbid.y solitary in-
doors life to & more wholesome existence,
They rode out er on the medical
rounds—James trying to interest him in
the many, many opportunities of philan-
thropy with which a country surgeon's life
sbounds. Sometimes—one day I especial-
ly remember—Dr. Merchiston said he
thought Mr. Rivers had familinrized him
with every possible aspect umAn pain,

“Not all—I have yet to show you—in-
deed, I thought of doing so this moining—
the blackest aspect ouman suffering can
show. And yet, like all suffering, a merei-
ful God has not lett it without means of
alleviation."

“What do you mesn! I thonght we
were voing to some hospital. For what
disensel”

“Nu physical disease, yet one that 1 be-
lieve, like all other diseases, is eapnble of
prevention and cure—mental insanity.”

Dr. Merchiston grew as white ns this my
paper.  He suid, in a brokes, low speech,
which vainly tried to seem indifferent—
“You are riFhl. But it is u puinful sulbject
—insanity,' '

I do not wonder that my husband tried
to change the conversation, an | his morn-
ing plan ikewise. [t was evident that in
sume way the topic strongly affvcted our
friend.

forty yenrs ago the subject of insanity was |

viewed in n very different light fromm what
it is at present,  dustend of a mere disense,
n mental ivstead of a bodily ailment—yet
no less suseeptible of remedy—it was look-
vd upon ss m visitation, a curse almost a
crime.  Any fumily who owned n member
thus auﬂ'uring. hid the seeret us if it had
been absolnte guili.  Mad house, mad doe-
tor, were wonds which people shuddered at,
or dared not otrer.  And uo wonder! for in

many instances they revealed ubysses of ig |

nurance, crueliy, and wickedness, horrible
to contemplute. Since then, more thau
one Howard has gbne nmong those worse
than prisons, cleared away inealeuluble evils,
and made even such dark places of the
enrth to see a hopeful dawn.

Throughout his professional career, one
of my husband's favorite “crotehets,” as |
enlled thew, bad been the investigation of
insanity,

Commencing with the simple doctrine,
startling, but true, that every man and wo-
man is mad on some one point—that is,
lins & certain wenk corner in the mind or
brain, which requires earefully watching

like any othor weak portion of the llm!_\'.‘
lest it shondd become the seat of rampnnt |

disease, he went on with a theory of possi
ble cure—one that would tnke a wiser liead
than mine to explsin, but which effeetunl-
ly removed the intolerable horror, misery,
and hopelessness of that great cloud over-

Probably he had a relative thus |
afflicted. And it must be rementbered that |

|
|
|
|
|
|

h:mging the eivilized and intellectun! por- |

tion of the worid —mental insacity. [ do
not mean the raving madness which is gen.
erally induced by vivlent passions, and
which by-gone ages used to regard as as rt
of demoniacal possession —which it may be,
for anght I know—but that geveral state
of ursoundness, unhealibiness of brain,

which corresponds to unhealthiness of body, |

and like it, often requires less a physician
than a sanitary eommissiuner.
This may seem an unnecessary didactic

|
|
|
|
|

| eame himself again for the remainder of the | him at all liours, as doctur, nurse, and

] nothing!"

been for weeks a nurse in that sick room.
A close, tender, indefatigable purse, such as
none but & wife can be; as fondly watchful
—ay, and =s T:la!tlll and a.don'n;l
watched, my hysband told me, by the slc{
wan's dim eyes, as if she had boen a wife
bound for years in near, continual house-
bold bonds, instead of baving been toially
estranged from him since the first six months
of union,

But 110 one ever apoke or thought of that
now,

Dr. Merchiston slowly improved, though
he was still totally helpless, and his weaﬁn-
pess remained that of a very infunt.

In this state he was when I was first ad-
mitted to his sick chamber.

Mrs. Merchiston sat at the window sew-
ing. The room was bright and pleasant;
she had Lrought into it all those cheerful-
nesses which ean alleviate the long 1o-be
endured suffering from which all dunger is
past. . When I thoughwof the former as
pect and atmosphere of the house, it did
not seem the least sad now; for Barbara’s
eves had a permanent, mild, satistied benm,
and her husband’s, which were ever dwel.
ling oo her face and form, were full of the
cslmest, most entire higppiness,

1 sat with them a good while, and did
not marvel at his saying ere T left, “that he
thoroughly enjoyed heing ill."

\\'ilﬁ what a solemn, sublime evenness
is life meted out! Buwrbara has wld me
since that those five months following her
husband's accident were the most truly hiap-
py her life had ever known,

“Look at him,” she whispered to me one
evening when he lay by the window, half
dozing, buving been for the first time al
lowed a faint attempt nt locomation, thongh |
he was still oliliged to be waited upun hand
and foot—="Mr<. Rivers, did vou ever see so
beautiful a siile?  Yet it is pothing com
pared to that when he was very. very ill,
when [ first began to nurse and tend him:
and he dul nothing but watch me about
the room, and call me his Barbara. [ am
here, Evan!  Did you eall?”

She was at his side in a moment,
smoothing his pillow, leaning over und
caressing him. I think he was not aware |
of any one in the room but their two selves,
for he fondied her curls and her soft chieeks.

“My Barbara, we have hind a little ray
of comfort in our sad life.  How lappy we |
bave been in this sick room!™ |

“We have been, Evani” |

“Ay: but pothiog lasts in this world— |

“tusband, that is like one of vour mor
bid sayings when we were fist married.

But T will not have it now—I will not
indeed.”  And she closed hismouth with a
preity petulonee. He fifted his hand to re-
move hers, then sunk back.

“Burbara, Lam growing sirong againg 1
ean use my right arm. O Heaven, my
right arm! [ am not helpless any longer.”

“No. hank Guod! But you speak us il |
yvou were shocked and terrified.”

“L wn—1 am.
O my Barbaral”

His wife, alurmed, ealled out my name.
Di. Merchiston eaught atit.  Is Mis. Riv
ers there!  lid her coma in, Ind anybody i
come in.  Ab! yes, that is well”

After a pause, which seemed more of |
mental than physical exhaustion, he be |

With strength cowes— |

evening. -
The next day he sent for me, and in |

interpolation, but I owe it to the natural | Mis. Merchiston's absence talked with me |

course of my story, and as a tribute to my | # lon while about lher,

dear husband.

He feared

her |

Besides, it formed the sub- | health would give wey, he wished her to|

jeet of a conversation which, the question | be more with me; he hoped that 1 would 1'
being voluntarily revived by Dr. Merchis- | impress vpon her that it made him misers.- |

ton, they held together during the whole r ble 1o sce lier spending all

nril'l'llﬂul'l.
It was good and pleasant to hear those

two men talk. [ listened, pleased as & wo | where shio hias real Liappiness!”

man who s contented 1o appreciate that
which she bherself can never attain.
once more, for the thousandih time, 1 noted
with admiration the wonidlerfully strong and
lucid intelligence with which Dr. Merchis-
ton conld geusn any subject, handle it, view
it on all points, aud make his auditors see
it too, Even on this matter, which still

| nights i his sick room.

And | but with me?

seemed o touch his sympathies deeply, es- |
pecially when he alluded to the world's |

opinion and eruel treatment of the insane
~insane perhaps on some particular point,
while the rest of the brain was clear and
sound-—even thera his powers of reasoning
and argument pever fiiled. i

“Well," said Mr. Rivers, smiling, as they
shook hunds at the door, I am glad 1o
have found one who ecan understand my
hobby.  You are cortainly ove of the clear
est-headed men | ever knew.”

*You really think sol I thavk vou, Riv
ers,” said the doctor, anarnestly, as he disap
peared in the durk.

1 remembor this aight’s convaer-ation
vividlyv, because, in Heaven's inscrutuble
mercy —uy, [ wdl wiita “merey”—it wns
the last tme Dr. Merchiston entered cur
house.

The next morning ha bowed o me at
the window, rnlmg past on his gayly cur
velting horse, looking better and more

| less a man than an

cheerful than bo had done for n long time. |

That evening my husband was summon-
ol to the double house. Its mnster had
been thrown from his horse, his leg nnd his

wid we—and [ had rarely seen him so
liis bed, bound hand and Iunl,];riphh‘i As i

chiud, for threg or Poor Dr.
Mt‘l't'ini‘lll]i’"

four monthis,

tion | asked.

ly bursting into tears. | was so shocked,
so wmazed by bis emotion, that | never in
quired or lenrnt 1o this day how it eame

4o pot know | sbout, ar what strange scene my husband |
but I often enught his grave penvirnting | had that evening witnessed in the double |

house,
There was a long orieis, in which 1he

Lifa trivmphed.
but it was lun

ton. When | ﬁ
Her looks were full of the deepest pence,
the most seraphie joy,

befora [ saw Mrs. Merchis

her days and |

e

“What! in the only piace in the world

“L3 you think sof 1s she uever hiappy
Then Heaven forgive me!
Heaven heve pity on me!” he groaned, '

“Dr. Merchiston, you surelv do not in-
tend to send your wife from you again— |
your forgiving, loving wifet” _

Before he could answer she came in. 1|
went awiy thoroughly angry and misera- |
ble. That evening I indulged Jumes with |
such a long harangue on the henrtlessness |
of hiis sex, that, as | said, he must have been |
ngel to have borne it.
When I told him the cause, lie censed all |
general nrguments, sat a long time thonght- |
ful, burning his boots against the bars of
the grate, finally sent me to bed, and did
not himself follow ull midnight.

Dr. Merehiston's eure progressed; in the :
same ratio his wife's cheerfulness declined.
He grew duy by dav more melanchioly, ir- |
ratable, and cold. By the time he was re |
leased from his hielpless condition, the Jey
barrier between them had risen up nguin. |
She muwde no eomplaint, but the facts were
evident,

My husband and I, by his express desire,
spent alimost every avening st the Double
House, Very painful and dreary evenings
'.In-}' ere,
poor patient no 1..15a|_.:m--\:.-—m:l)' & lerror,
tisery, and pain.,

Convalescenca seemed 10 the

Oue night, jnst ns we were leaving, ma. |
J . |
King an attempt st cheerfulness—for it was

| the first feat he bind ’n-rfn”u.nl at wdlkugg':

If all went well, Jumes |

| moved —the patient wonld be confined to |

| chiston gently took the hands nway.
“ls his wife with himi" was the first ques |

llll'l liis \\ir.ﬂ hrad Ilt'iln‘-| |lll1] noeross e
room with trigmphant joy—he said, break
ing from a long reverie: *Stay! afew min-
uivs more; 1 want to "l"'“k with you both."
He fell back in his elisir,
At lengith Mrs. Mer

We saut down,

and coverel his ayes.

“Evan, }‘-JI.I don't feel so strong as yaunl |

| to nighe” |
“Yes, thunk God, yed” cried James, fair- |

But Mr. Rivers | balance wavered between lifo snd death. |
| went almost every day: |

|
“| do; God helpmel T do™ he muttered. |
“Waould | were waak, snd lay an that Led
ngain ax powerless as a child,  No, Barba
ra, look, I am strong—well." He stoud
up. stretching his gaunt nght ann, and
clenching the hand; then let it 'I”"P'.
affrighted; “My liule Barbags, | must
sond thee nway,” he sighed, |
“Send me awayi™”
“Send her awayi”
“Peggy.” cried iny husband in stern re |

idl, it was thestrangest sight. | pronf, “be silent!"

The poor wife broke out into bitter sobs.

And yet she bad | “Ob, Evan, what have [ dane to you! Dear |

| honor, and I was not the woman to wish

| mentioning the name of Dr. Merchiston.,

:nil_\'—”--m'uu bless you for !

| clearly visible to & colder paze.
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Evan, let me stay—only till you are well.
For, despite what he ssid about his
strength, his countenance, as he Jay back,
was almost that of a corpse. Barbarn’s
clinging arms seemed to him worse than
the gripe of a murderer,

“Take her away, Mrs. Rivers; take my
poor wife away. Fou know how she has
nursed me; you know whether [ Jove her
or not,”

“Love herl" I cried, bitterly; bt James’s
hand was upon my shoulder. His eye,
which with its gentle firmness could, they
said at the hospital, control the most re
fractory and soothe the most wretched pa-
tient, was fixed upon Dr. Merchiston. I
suw the old man yield; the bright hectie |
flush came and went in his cheek.

“Rivers, my good friend, what do yon
wish me to do?”

“A very simple thing. Tell me—not
these poor women—but me, your real rea
son for acting thus.”

“Impossible.”

“Not quite. It may be L partly guess it
already,

Dr. Merchiston started up with the look l
of a hunted wild beast in its last despair, |
but my husband lyid his hand on bis, in a !
kind but resolute way,

“Indee.l, indeed, you are safe in telling
me.  Will youl”

The pntient hesitated, held up his thin
hand to the light with a wan sinile, then

said, =1 will® |
Juies immediately sent us both out of |
the room. |

Mrs. Merchiston was a very woman,
gentle and fruil. She wept wntil her |
strength was gone; then I put her to bed |
in her maid’s charge, and waited until Mr, |
Rivers ended bis conference with her Lus- |
band.

It was two hours before he came oul.!
At sight of him my torrent of curiosity was |
diied up: he loocked as T had sometimes |
seen him, coming liome from a denthbed. |
To my few questions he answered not a |
“‘Ufl]‘

“But at least,” said I, half erying, “nll
least you might tell me what I am to do |
with poor Mrs. Merchiston,”

“Yes, ves.” He thought a minute. “She !
must go home with us—the sconer the bet |
ter”

“You agree, then,” I burst out, Lreath- |
lesslv; “you agree to this separation?”

“Entirely.” |

“You join with her wicked husband in |
his ingratitude—his bratality ——"

“Peguy!™ James caught me by the shoul
ders, with the sternest frown that ever fell
on me in all our peacelul married life,
“Peggy, may Heaven forgive you!
know not what you are suying."”

I wius completely awed.

“Mr. Merchiston has told you the secret,
and you nre determined to keep "

*Lplicitly while his poor life lasta,”

My husband was a man of inviolable

You

bim otlerwise, even for me,
more.

During thie ten days that Mre, Merchis
ton remuined in my house, part of the time
she wus in a -ort of low fever, which was
the happiest thing for her, poor soul. 1
made not a single inquiry after her hua.
band. 1 knew that Mr. Rivers was with

1 urged no

friend,

One day, when Mrs. Merchiston was sit-
ting in the parlor with me, he looked io at
the dour. She did not see him. He qui-
etly beckoned me out.

“Well, Jumes?”

“Speak lower, Peggy, lower; don't let|
her henr™

Aud then I saw how much agitated Lie |
was; yet even that did not guite remove |
the bitterness witk which 1 conld not help |

“I’eggv, Dr. Mercliston is dying.” .
I had not expacted this; it was & great |
shock. |

“l feared it would be e0," continued

| James; I have seen him sinking this long

tme. Now tha mind is at peace, but the
worn out body ——"

“His wife—his poor wife,” was all.l
could utter.

*Yes, that is what I come to say. She |
must go (o him; Le wishes it much. Do
you think she willl”

I smiled sadly. “Ah! James, she is a|
woman,"

“And you women eap forgive to all eter |
Bu'ﬁi‘ll.‘!. !
she will know the whole truth soon,”

[ asked not what this  “truth®
What did it mutter.  He was dying,

“But are you sure, Jumes,
I.\-|u-!"

Was, |
there is no |

“None, I believe—and I am slmost elad
to believeit. There is no man Lever knew |
whom | so deeply pity, and shall so thank
fully sev gone to lns st rest, as Dr. Mes
chiston”

I'hiese were strong words, enough to eali
down every wrong feeling, and muke me
fit o lead the wile to hier husband's sick —
iny ., desth eliamber,

How we brought ber thither [ forget. 1|
only remember the inowent when we stood
within the door, I

Dr. Merchiston lay on his bed, as for five
long months he hind patiently and cheerful- |
ly Inin. e had something of that old |
Griel look now, but with a 11».4.:‘.3.cv-—l|u:!
stinnge awful change which, however fond |
fitends may deceive themselves, is always
You say |

at onee, “That man will Jje."

Wihen Barbara came into the room, he
stretched out his arms with the brightest,
happiest smile. She clung to him elosely |
aud long.  There was no forgiveness asked |
or Lestowed; 1t was not needad, |

“I am so content, wy Barbata, content nl'i
last!” and he laid his hesd on har shonlder.

“Evun, you will not part from me again?™ |

“No—I need nov gow. They will tell |

|'\-..u why it was, Yon believe—you will
| aiways holievo how I loved youl” i

“Yeas" |
“Stoop.  Let me hald you as I vsald 1o

do—my wife, my litle Barbara. Stoop |
down.” '

& Dmtgh | gta, ]Juliﬁzs ulmrt. and R,Iisci'

| and might, whenever they were alone, the

[ treated as & madman, and that his wife, the

| much as we feared,

Leven in death wholly undyi g.

| ing o gaze on as beautiful a scene as ever

| the rupture be, as it v

line which disunion must trace, his is
| true, l‘mufgh hard to coneeive, Frnm}'l
vauia, and you, citizens of Franklin county,

1856.

She obeyed.” e put his fesbie
round her, and kissed her with many
such as be had pot given her since she was
4 six months’ bride. Their re
mzined sweet on her lips till she was old
and gray.

Dr. Merchiston died at the next suprise,
died peacefully in Barbara’s arms.

. » ® * - .

Three days after, when my husband sad
[ stood by the coffin, where for the last few
minutes on earth the featares which had
been so familiar to us for the last two years
were exposed to our view, James said,
touching the forehend, which was as placid
as a dead baby's, with all the wrinkles

one;

“Thank the Lord.”

--“.‘h.\ r'l

“For his blessed death, in which alone
his sufferings could end. He was a mono-
manin: and he knew i."

Before speaking again, m
reverently and tesderly el
and led we down stairs,

“He was, as [ say,a monomanise. Mad
on one point only, the rest of the mind be-
ing elear and sound.”

*And that point was——"

“The desire to murder his wife. IHe
told me, *pursued James, when my horror
bgd n little subsided, “that it cmne upon
him Bret in the very honeymoon—begin-
ning with the sort of feeling that I bave
heard several people say they had at the
climax of happiness—the wish there and
then to die—together. Afterwards, day

liusband
the coffin,

temptation used to haunt him. A physi-
cian himself, he knew it was a MONoINAKIA,
but he also knew that, if he confessed i,
he, sane on all other iuts, would be

only ereature he loved, would look on him
with horror forever, There was Lut one
course Lo save himself and her; he touk it,
and never swerved from it.,”

*But in his illness?”

“Then, being perfectly h&iP]m, he knew
bie could not harm her,and in great bodily
wenkness most monomanins usanlly subside.
His left him eptirely. When he grew
stronger it returped. You know the rest.
His life was one long torture. Peace Le
with him now.”

- *

“Amen,” I said, and waat o comfort the
widow,

The terrible fact, which Dr. Merchiston
had desired should be told bher after lis
death, did not seem to affect Darbara so
Love toler, a- to
wany other women, was 1he beginning snd
end of all things—suflicient for life, and

“He loved me—he al;'ayn loved me,”
she kept saving, and her days of mouraing
beeame the dawn of a perenninl joy.

She lived 10 be nearly us old as [ am
now, remaining one of those wilows who
are “widows indeed,” forever faivhful toone
love and one WEWOory,

Bl A S R
Censequences of Disunion,

Hon W. B. Reed, of Philadelphia, bas
written a letter to the citizeus of Franklin
county, Pennsylvania, in which Le thus for-
cibly depicts the cousequences of disenion:

I remember, years ago, on a brighitsum-

=

mer's afternoon, toiling up the turnpike
road on the Cove Mountain, in your coun- |
ty, and when I reached the summit, turn- {
laddened my eye—the valley of peacefa! |
seauty whiel stretches off of Maryland and |
towards the Potomae. It is a familiar
scene to most of you. To me it was new,
and its impression has never faded from m
mind. As far as the eye could reach there
was fertility —the signs of tranguil indus-
try; all was beautiful-—=all was peaceful —it
looked, as it was, like the sbode of a happy |
nod united people. The political line, sep- |
urrting Pennsylvania from Maryiand, traced |
by those old fashioned surveyors, Chatles |
Mason and Jeremish Dixon, was visible to |
no eye, The trees on whicl they marked it |
hiad long been felled or disappenred. Many |

| # farm was separated by it, but, exeept in F

the eye of the law, no one kuew it or cared |
about jt. {

I have often—for painful thoughts arel
thrusting themselves upon me—recnlled |
that scens of actual benuty and united in- |
torest, and realized what it would be— |
what your eondition will be—what must be |

| the eondition of every county of this Com- |

monwenlth lying on the Marylund live— |
Chester, Lanecaster, York, Adums, Frank. |

| hin, Fulton, Hedfo. d, Somerser, Fayatte and |

Green—if disunion be forcedd on” us, and |
#idd be, between |
what are popularly Lut fnlsely called the
free and the slave Siates, between us and
Maryland. | wish every man eould be made |
Lo understand what a frontier is, even that i
of eivilized life, lis daily, howrly vexations |
und dangers—its ine of enstom houses o |
keep the smuggler in and out—ihe erowds
of lugiives from justice and labor, infesting |
every avennue and concesled in every vicket |
—the murderer striking down his victim
to-day and fying with the fresh blocd on |
lits bnod to a I'ureign territory to mo.‘ruwl!
the bickering, the strife, the hot blood of |
conterminous dispute—all this would be |
the daily doom of every sonthern county |
of this State; and across the beautiful val- |
ley I have spoken of would be distressingly |
visible the nctunl brond, perhaps bloody

binva so long reposed in the wery centre
of the Union, that vou eannot understand
how you ean become a frontier, and how
you will suffer when you de,
-l e

Tt is related of Dr. Franklio that whon
he was last in London, he was walking one
day with a pairof spectacles on, belonging to
a friend. He kept tham an, pretending they
would help his eyes.  Pussing nlong, a por
ter ran aguinst him. “D— yvouar spectactes!®
sxiddl the conrse fullow: whereupon the Due
tor, langling heartily, said, “Thers, my
friend you see what | said was true, for if
[ i not had the spectacles on, ho would
havo d—d my eyes”

nxequence has

trﬁll’ inﬁﬁ“; M"_ _' _(";’ 1
riety is cultivated, it speedily
It is in the puwer of every oy
of Isnd to furnish hiwself s
sion of fruits of the finest
too, in our climate, with bot i
Almost every one has freit trees of some
Hndwof?:r——:bnt it is tmtl.nn that the
most of il is searce] to be fed t
Should this be sot 2 e sec

peach’ t;

rotten, neglected; halfdead

standing in fence corner. Why could
not their place be sypplied with yo
vigorous, healthy trees, of (he lﬂg
ties, bearing rich, Juscious fruit, and
plying the owner from Jupe to O
The thing is easily done; and & man who
will make the experiment, will find his
hopes renlized in from throe to four yeam,

(with the peach.) A tree,
a(lbnndnnl. crops 3! the m,ﬁﬂ&m
cupy no more s not as y I

riy l.miuu!—f:?h_s old &Mwﬂ

£

ated by the winds, blistered and burnt by
the sun, and bearing a crop of small, infe-
rior, wormy fruit, which ars so common.
Every field on the roadside speaks of our
inditference to this subject. Who would
not rather enjoy one good ripe peach of
superior quality, than sit down to a peek of
the little shriveled, blackened, sour things
we 20 ofien see? ;
And yet how few ihere are who have
any practical knowledge of the culture and
propagation of the pench! What a com-
mon error to suppose that by planting the
seed, wah secure ::lm same variety! Ilow
many there are, that suppose that a se
of & bearing tree will re-produce iqﬁ
How many persons know that there are
more than one Lundred and fifty varieties
of the pench, seven hundred of the pear, and
over fifieen hundred of the apple! ™ Yet the

fucks are so, and the number is i
every day. How many of us Iﬁ?ﬁi
the mysteries of budding, grafting

ning!  And how common it is, espec ally
in tke older homestends and meo
to seo the rur_h tree trimmed up from the
ground as high as 'a man can resch—its
body a bare pole, the bark cracked as
t}iatcred bﬂlh& sun, 1?: ita head a fores

long, bare, bony branches, bearing s
scanty or breaking down under jts
load of imperfect fruit! It is needless 1o
extend these remarks at present. Thera is
o much ignorance in the eountry. We
all need advice and information. ¥hub-
jeet has received so little attention, that
there are none fully qualified to assume the
position vf teacher—yet, by an interchan
of ideas, by impariing the information £
one may. possess— by giving he results of
our experience and observation—by un jn-
terehange of different varieties, esch ex-
changing with Lis neighbor—a great jm-
prevement may be effected, and our distri
may become a very garden in fruits
flowers. It is not sssumed that the cysu-
vation of fruit will ever be profitable in the
way of dollms and cents; but it will height-
en our enjoyments, occupy many a leisure
:mur. add to the attractions of our
101068,

This is what the Sociely proposes
complish, What if the day should
when Soutl Carolina, like Germany, sh
have her public bighways lined with

reothae ]

fus-

| cious {ruit, expressly provided to refrgsh the

traveler! When every barren hillside shall
be planted with fruit trees, sll rejoicing in
the summer air, and turning their gmq
glories to the sun!

Every one may aid in this matter, Ttis
understood that all are fres to exlibit fruit.
The terms of membership may be ascer-
tained apon inquirg—and we trust that
this effort to iljlpm\'o the quality of the
great luxury of fruit will not be permitted
to fuil.— Unionville Jouraal. G.

Tye Mvysy oF Nesvonaoxezzarn—It is
stated that Colonel Rawlinson, who is
prosecuting the discoveries commenced
Layard and Botta, and in exhuming from
the monnds of the long lost ri cities
of Nineveh and Babylon their instroctive

} relics, has lately discovered, in a siate of

preservation, what is believed to be the
mummy of Nebuehadnezasr. The face of
the rebellious monarch of Babylon, covered
by one of those gold masks usvally found
in Assyrian tombe, is described as
lhandsome—the forehesd bigh and com-
manding, the features marked and ar.
This intereting relic pf remote antiquity is
for the prerent preserved in the museum of
the East India Company. Of all the mighty
empires whose names have esca iv-
ion, none has so completely as that
of Assyrin.  More than fwa thousand years
have gone by since the two “great cities,” re-
nowned for their strength, their luxury and
their magnificence, have crumbled into dust,
lenving vo visible trace of their existence—
their very sites forgutien, Even the name
and the {ama of the great Nebuchndnegzar
might have been buried in the ruins of his
splendid city, and forever oblitersted feom
memory on earth, had not God made him
n beacon 1o display his power, and illus-
trate the sin and folly of pride and vanity,
A chanee vaveler (Layard) riding
through the Mesopotamian valley, discoy-
erod “the buried vity;" and with a sucossy
that will immortalize his has com-
menced to unrall the book of Assyrian his-
tory amil o wion. which. of all tha histo.
ries of the frst palod of the warkd, is mosg
clearly connected with the subs nt des-
tinies of the haman race, The
alrendy made furnish ample

refute the sk epiic unbeliever of :

truth




